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Connor : Where's the best place to take a girl

around here?

Kelley: Home.' '^"V ;
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Alexander : You ain't so awful collegiate, is you,

Sam? ...

Sam: "De hell I ain't, niggah!

> Alexander: Well, now, maybe you is. - ;

Codding: My sister had an awful fright last

night. •' ''•'-'' ' '';''/"';/
^..,.

Kane: How was that?

Codding: A big black spider ran up her arm.

Kane: That's nothing. I've had a sewing ma-
chine run up the seam of my pants.

* * * *

O'Donnell : "Isn't it grand to wake up early in

the morning and hear the leaves whisper outside

your windows?
McLaughlin: ''It's all right to hear the leaves

whisper, but I can't stand hearing the grass mown."

* * * *

"Willie," said his mother, "I wish you would run

across the street and see how old Mrs. Smith is this

morning."

A few minutes later Willie returned and re-

sponded :

"Mrs. Smith says it's none of your business how
old she is

!"

* * * *

"Yes," remarked Farina, as he gazed affection-

ately into the mirror, "all great men are dead, and

I am getting sick."
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"I know my eggs," said the hen as she scratched

the china egg out of her nest.

Hurley: How do you like the date I got for you?

Moore: Which one?

Hurley : The blind one.

Moore: Oh, she couldn't see me at all.

A cosmopolitan is a college student who goes to

a sorority dance and comes home with seven differ-

ent colors of hair on his shoulder.

Cross: Where'd ya get the black eye—been

fightin'? ..;:,;
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McGuinn: Nah! Got bit by a butterfly.

* * * *

Dora : I heard you were the belle of the ball last

night.

Alice: I guess I was. All the boys tried to ring

my neck.

* * * *

Madden : Lux may come, and Lux may go, but an

unchanged towel rolls on forever.

* * * *

Seaver: I'm afraid the bed is not long enough
for you.

Kenney: That's all right; I'll add two more feet

to it when I get in.

* * * *

Son : Now that I have my degree from college,

I'm looking for a large field in which to exercise

my talents.

Father: Well, the forty-acre field is about ready

to plow.

* * * *

O'Toole: Forgive me, Eleanor, I know I shouldn't

have kissed you.
'

Eleanor: Aw, go on, that ain't why I am sore.

You wiped your lips on my collar after you did.


